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Timono/ttAthens. 


Like Madncflc is the glory of this life, 

As this porope fhewes to a little oyle androotc, 

We make our fclues Foolcs, to difport our felues j 

And fpend our Flatteries, to drinke thofe men, 

Vpon vvhofc Age wc voydc it vp agen 

With poyfonous Spight and Enuy,° 

Who liucs, that's not depvaued, or depraucs \ 

Who dyes, that beares not one fpurne to their graues 

Of their Friends guift : 

I Qiould feare, thofe that dance before me now, 
Would one day ftarape vpon me : 3 Tas bene done, 
Men fhut their doorcs againtt a fctting Sunnc. 

The Lords rife from Table jvithmuch ador >ing of 'Timon y and 
tofhew their loucs, each fingte cut an Amazon ,and all 
Dance ^ men with women, aloftie ftraine or two to the 
HoboyeS) and ccafe. 

Tim. You haue clone our plcafures 
Much grace (faire Ladies) 
Set a faire fafhion on our entertainment, 
Which was not halfc fo beautiful!, and kindc : 
You haue added worth vntoo't, and lufter, 
And entertain tl me with mine ownc dcuicc. 
; i am to thanke you for't. 

1 Lord. My Lord you take vs cucn at the beft. 

^<?r.Faith for the'wcrft is filthy, and would not hold 
taking, I doubt me. 

Ttm. Ladics,thcre is an idle banquet attends you, 
Pleafe you to difpofe your fclues. 

AM La. Moft thankfully,my Lord. Exeunt. 

Tim. Flauiw. 

F/a. My Lord. 

Tim. The little Casket bring me hither* 

Fla. Yc*,myLord. Morclewels yet ? 
There is no crofting him in's humor, 
Elfe I (hould tell him well, yfaith I fhoitld ; 
When all's fpenr,hec'ld be croft then,and he could : 
Tis pitty Bounty had not eyes behinde, 
That man might nerc be wretched for his mindc. Exit. 

1 Lord. Where be our men ? 
Ser. Heere my Lord,in readincfle. 

2 Lord. Our Horfes. 
Tim. O my Friends: 

I haue one word to fay to you } Looke you, my good L. 
I muft intreat you honour me ib much , 
As to aduance this iewcll>3ccept it,and weare it, 
Kindemy Lord. 

I Lord. I am fo farrc already in your guifts. 

All. So are weal). 

£nter a Servant. 

Ser. My Lord,thcre are ccrtaine Nobles of the Senate 
newly alighted, and come to vifit you g 

Tim. They arc fairely welcome. 

Inter Flauitts. 

Fla. Ibefeech your Honor, vouchfafemea word, it 
does concerneyou neere. 

Tim. Neere? why then another time He heare thee. 
I prythee let s be prouided to ftiew them entertainment. 

Fix* I fcarfc know how. 

EnUr another Serttant. 

Ser. May it pleafe your Honor,Lord Lucttu\ 
(Out of his free lone) hath preferred to you 
Foure Mi!ke-\\ hire Horfes, trapt in Siluer. 

Tim. I (hall accept them fairely : let the Prefcnts 
Be worthily encertain'd. 


EvterathirdSerM^^ 
Mow now ? What newes? 

l-Ser. Pleafe you mv Lord th^rK^ 

Tim t He hunt with hitu, 
And let tbem be receiu'd, not without fain. a 

F/a. What will this come to? ireRcw ard. 
He commands vs to prouide, and giue 

all out of an empty Coffer • * rCat 8 u 'fts, a D(j 
Nor will he know his Purfe 3 or y Ce ld me thi, 
To (hew him what a Bcgger his heart is ? 
Being of no power to make his wifhei good 
His promifesflyefo beyond his ftatc, 
That what hefpeaks is all in debtee ows for «* 
He is fo kinde,that he now payes intereft fo r - t . ^ Wof(i '' 
His Land's put to their Bookes. Well ™ n „u, 

Gently put out ofOffice^eforel wereCdi r WCte 
Happier is he that has no friend to foede, 

Then fuch that do c'ne Enemies exceedc. 

I bleed inwardly for my Lord. 

Tim. You do your felues much wrong, £xit 
You bate too much of your owne merits, ' 
Hecre my Lord,a trifle of our Loue. 

3 Lord. With more then common thankes 
I will receyue it. 

3 .Lord. O he's the very fonle of Bounty. 

Tim And now I remember my Lord,you gaue 
words the other day of a Bay Courier I rod c^TisS 
bccaufeyoulik'd ir. / " 

i .L .Oh, I befeech you pardon mee, my Lord, in that 

Ttm . You may take my word my Lord ■ I know no 
man can iuftly praife, but what he doe* affeft. I frgjjL 
my hriendsaffefiion with mine ownc; Ue tell you L 
lie call to you. 3 

All Lor. O none fo welcome. 

Tim- I take all, and your feuerall vifitations 
So kinde to heart, 'tis not enough to giue p* 
Me thiokesjl could dcale Kingdoesies to my Friends 
And nercbewearie. Alcibiadcs, 1 
Thou 3rt a Soidiour, therefore Cldome x\ch, 
It comes in Charitic to thee : for nil thy liuing 
Is mong'ft the dead : and all the Lands thou haft 
Lye in apitchtfield. 

Ale. I, deftl'd Land,my Lord. 

1. Lord. Wearefo vcrcuoufly bound. 
Tim. And fo am I to you. 

2. Lord. So infinitely endecr'd. 

Tim. All to you. Lights,morc Lights. 

I -Lord. The bctt ofHappines,Honor, and Fortunes 
Keepe with you Lord Timon. 

Tim. Ready for his Friends. Exeunt Lords 

Aper. What a coiles heere, fcruing of beckcs,and jut- 
ting out of bummes, I doubt whether their Legges be 
worth the fummes that ate giuen for 'em* 
Friendfliips full of dregge*, 

Me thinkes falfe hearts,fbould neuer haue found legges. 
Thus honcft Fooles layout their wealth on Curtfici, 

Tim. Now Apermantus{\{ thou wert not Allien) 
I would be good to thee. 

Aper. No, He nothing ; for if I (hould be brib'd too, 
there would be none left to raile vponthee^nd then thou 
wouldft finne the fafter. Thou giu'ft fo long Timon (I 
feare me) thou wilt giue away thy fclfe in paper (hortly. 
What needs thefe Feafts^pompcs, and Vame-glorics? 


0. 
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Timon of ^Athens. 


Nay,and you begin to raile on Socictieoncc, I 
^ Tworne not to giue regard to you. Farewell^ come 
^better Mafickc. 

jtper. So : Thou wilt not heare mee now, thoufhalt 
pptiko- IleIocke ;hy heauen from thee :i « 
Oh that mens eares iliould be 
fo Counfell dcafe, but not to Flatterie. 

Enter a Senator. 
Sen. And late fiue thoufand : to Varro and to Ifidore 
geovves pine thoufand, befides my former fumme, 
\Vhich makes it Hue and twenty. Still in motion 
Of racing waftef It cannot hold» it will not. 
jf I want Gold, fteale but a beggers Do^ge, 
And giue it T vnw 2 \vhy the Dogge coines Gold- 
jf I vvould fell my Horfc 3 and buy twenty moe 
getter then he J wiiy g^uc my Florfc to Ttmon. 
Aske nqtiiiag, giue it him, it Poles me ftraight 
And able Horfes : No Porter at his gate, 
gut rather one that fmiles,and ft. 11 inuitcs 
Allthatpafieby. It cannot hold, norcafon 
Can found his ftatc in fafety. Caphi*\\o* 9 
CaMs I fay. 

u Enter Caphis. 

Ca. Hecre fir,\vhatisyourpleafure. 

Sen. Get on your cloake^ haft you to Lord #mm, 
Importune him for my Moneyes, be not ceaft 
With flight deniall ; nor then filenc'd, when 
Commend me to your Mafter,and the Cap 
playes in the right hand, thus : but tell him, 
My Vfes cry to me ; I mull feme my turnc 
Out of mine owne, his dayes and times are pad, 
And my reliances on his fra&ed dates 
Haue fmit my credit. I loue>and honour him, 
But muft not breake my backe, to hcale his finger. 
Immediate are my needs, and my reieefe 
Muft not be toft and turn'd to me in words, 
Butfindc fupply immediate* Get you gone, 
Put on a moft importunate afpedt, 
Avifagcofdemnnd :forI do feare 
When euery Feather ftickes in his owne wing, 
lov&Timon will be left a naked gull,i 
Which flafhes now a Phoenix^ get you gone. 

Ca. I go P»r. 
.Sen. I go fir? 

Take the Bonds along with you, 
And haue the dates m. Come. 
Ca. I will Sir, 

Sen. Go, Exeunt 

Enter Stcwardjvith many Idles in his hand. 
Stew. No care, no flop, fo fen felefle of expence, 
That he will neither know how to maintaine it, 
Nor ceafe his flow of Riot. Takes no accompt 
How things go from him, nor rcfume no care 
Ofvvhat is to continue: neuer mindc, 
Was to be fo vn wife, to be fo kinde. 
What fhall be done, he will not heare, till fecle : 
I muft be round with him, now he comes f rom buating, 
Fycjficjfiejfie. 

Enter CaphisJfidore.andVarro. 
Cap. Good cuen Varr* : what, you come for money? 
Var. ls't not your bufineffe too * 
Cap. It is,and yours loojfidore? 
Ifid. It is fo/ 


Cap. Would wc were all difcharg'd. 
Var. I feare ic, 
Cap. Hcerc comes the Lord. 

Enter Tinum^and his Traine* 

Tim. So foone as dinners done,wce ? l forth againe 
My Akibiadss. With me,what is your will? ! 

Cap. My Lordjhccre is a note of ccrtaine dues. 

Tim. Dues? whence are you? 

Cap. Of Athens hecre^my Lord. 

Tim. Go to my Steward. 

Cap. ' Pleafe it your Lordfhip,he hath put mc orf 
To the fucceflion of new dayes this moneth ; 
My Mafter is awak'd by great Occafion, 
To 03II vpon his owne, and humbly prayes you, 
That with your other Noble parts,you'l fuite, 
In giuing him his right. 

Tim. Mine boneft Friend, 
I prythee but repaire to me next morning. 

Cap. Nay,good my Lord. 

Tim. Containe thy fclfe. good Friend. 

Var. One/^rw/feruant,my good Lord. 

Ifid. From Ifidore, he humbly prayes your fpeedy pay- 
mentf 

Cap* Ifyoudidknowmy Lord.my Matters wants. 
Var. 'Twas due on forfey turc my Lord,fixe weekes> 
andpaft. 

jji. Your Steward puts fpe off my Lord,and I 
Am fentcxpreffely to your Lordfhip. 

Tim. Giue me breath: 
I do befeech you good my Lords keepe on, 
He waice vpon you inftantly. Come hither : pray you 
How goes the world, that I am rhus encountt ed 
With clamorous demands of debt, broken Bonds, 
And the detention of long fince due debts 
Againft my Honor? 

Stew. Pleafe you Gentlemen, 
The time is viugreeable to this bufincfle : 
Your importunacie ceafe, till after dinner, 
Th? t I may make his Lordflhip vnderttandj 
Wherefore you arcnotpaid. 

Tim. Do fo my Friends,fee them well cntertain'd. 

Stew. Pray draw neere. 

Enter Apemanttu andFoole. 

Caph. Stay,ftay , here comes the Foole with Apeman- 
tm> let's I13 fome fport with em. 

Var. Hang him,hee'l abufe vs. 

Ifid. Aplague vpon him doggc. 

Var. How doft Foole? 

Ape. Doft Dialogue with thy fiiadow? 

Var. 1 fpcake not to thee. 

Ape. No'tis to thy fclfe. Come away. 

I ft. There's the Foole hangs on your backe already. 

Ape. N6 thou ftand'ft fingle, th'arr not on him yet. 

C'ap. Where's the Foofc now f < 

Ape. He laft ask'd the quettion. Poore Rogues, and 
Vfurers men, Bauds bet wecne Gold and want. 

Al. What are wzApemantw ? 

Ape. AflTes. 

All. Why? 

tsfpe, That you ask me what y^u arc, Sc do not know 

your Iclues. Spcake to em Foole, 

Foole. How do you Gentlemen? 

All. Gtamercics good Foole: 
How does your Miftris ? 

F00U. 


